Between May 6th and i6th I made notes
effects of light, afterwards greatly useful
" Modern Painters"; and two pencil drawings,
Ca* Contarini Fasan, and the Giant's Staircase*>
of which, with two more made at Bologna
passing, and some half dozen at Naples a
Amain", I can say, now forty years later,
certitude, that they could not have been
better done. I knew absolutely nothing of
architecture proper, had never drawn a section
nor a leaf moulding; but liked, as Turner did to
the end of his days, anything that was gracef ~u.l
and rich, whether Gothic or Renaissance; was
entirely certain and delicate in pencil-toucla;
and drew with an acuteness of delight in
thing as it actually stood, which makes
sketch living and like, from corner to corneir.
Thus much I could do, and did do, for the last:
time. Next year I began trying to do what X
could not, and have gone on ever since, spend-
ing half of my days in that manner.

I find a sentence in diary on 6th May, whioli.
seems inconsistent with what I have said of tlae
centres of my life work.

"Thank God I am here; it is the Paradise  of

cities."

*          *          *          *          *

" This, and Chamouni, are my two bournes    of
Earth."he stairs; and then, all along the canal
